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Slowly the car turned into the stately gates
and drove up to the porch. As it stopped, forgetful
of my children, I jumped out to go in search of my
brother, but I had hardly gone a few steps when he
came out of a room and embraced me and the
children. It felt good to be back in the old fami-
liar surroundings and to see Jawahar, my sister
and others again. Each time I returned to Anand
Bhawan I experienced a thrill but it was only for
a moment. All too soon realisation would dawn
that the loved home was no longer the same, that
so many dear ones were absent and new drastic
changes kept on taking place. Tears would rise to
the surface but remain unshed. On this occasion,
however, I was not going to allow myself to show
any signs of sadness, for it was a happy occasion for
all of us.

Though the passing of the years had wrought
havoc in the home that once was full of happiness
and peace, it was still good to be back, to feel the
warmth of a brother's love, a sister's care and to
feel a carefree girl of eighteen once again.

The wedding day dawned bright and beautiful.
From earlyx morning people were busy seeing that
all was [in readiness for the marriage ceremony.
Many cousins and friends flocked to the bride's
room to tease her and joke with her as young girls
do, and to be with her while she was dressed in her
bridal clothes of fine handspun and hand-woven
khadi, spun by her own father during one of his
terms of imprisonment. Slightly flushed and a
little excited, though pretending to be quite calm,
the bride sat surrounded by people and by the
hundreds of presents which kept on streaming into
her room. Lovely to look at, on this special occa-
sion she looked lovelier than ever, frail and almost
ethereal she laughed and talked to those around
her but sometimes her big black eyes would darken